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And from this care, where dreams and sorrows reign,

Lead me above,
Where light, joy, leisure, and true comforts move

Without all pain;
There, hid in Thee, show me his life again

At whose dumb urn
Thus all the year I mourn!

THE MORNING-WATCH
O JOYS! infinite sweetness! with what flowers
And shoots of glory, my soul breaks and buds!
All the long hours
Of night and rest,
Through the still shrouds
Of sleep and clouds,
This dew fell on my breast;
O how it bloods,
And spirits all my earth! hark! in what rings,
And hymning circulations the quick world
Awakes and sings!
The rising winds,
And falling springs,
Birds, beasts, all things
Adore Him in their kinds;
Thus all is hurled
In sacred hymns and order; the great chime
And symphony of Nature. Prayer is
The world in tune,
A spirit-voice
And vocal joys